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THIS. I maintain that nothing- better could have been
written_, and my cliief reason is that I am the author
of it.

VAD. You!

TEIS. I.

VAD. I cannot understand this at all.

THIS. The fact is,, I was so unfortunate as to fail to
please you.

VAD. My attention must have been wandering while
I was listening^ or, indeed, the reader may have
spoilt the sonnet for me. But let us quit this
subject and turn to my ballade.

THIS. The ballade, to my way of thinking, is an in-
sipid affair. It is no longer the fashion; it
savours of past times.

VAD. Nevertheless the ballade has charms for many
people.

TEIS. That does not prevent me from disliking it,

VAD. It is none the worse on that account.

TRIS. It has a wonderful attraction for pedants.

VAD. Yet we see that it does not please you.

THIS. You foolishly attribute your qualities to others.

VAD. You very impertinently throw yours at me.

THIS. Away with you, you miserable dunce, you quill-
driver.

VAD. Clear out, you penny-a-liner, you disgrace to the
profession.

TKIS. Go along, you second-hand book-maker, you
impudent plagiarist.

VAD. Out with you, you clown .  . .

PHIL. Come ! Messieurs, what are you about ?

THIS. Go, go and make restitution for all the shameful
larcenies you are guilty of from the Greeks and
Latins.

VAD. Go, go and make amends to Parnassus for
murdering Horace by your verses.

TRIS. Remember your book and what little stir it
made.

VAD. And you, your publisher reduced to the work-
house.